Only your arm, and nothing more, I found,
nor Tieart, nor fancy, with my silken tether
was shackled, howsoe'er the scarf I wound
about you when we lately spoke together*
Ah beauty that I chose, and served, and crowned,
my luckless doom has made me wonder whether
I am not mad to be so straitly bound,
when you wear love so lightly as a feather,
O to have speech with some old sorcerer
who might have changed your heart and set it
beating
with the same lovely griefs, so that they were
not (lady) like all other magic fleeting.
But no, youth, riches and a glozing tongue
can still outmagic all that I have sung*